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  Dedicated to David, a man who loves his classic trucks.
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  Preface



Alice York lived a nomadic life working as a classic car mechanic so she could follow her dream of painting landscapes. When she breaks down in Sellwood, Oregon, and takes a temporary job with sexy Zach Barret, getting drawn into this single dad’s delightful family is not in her plan.




Zach Barret has two priorities—be the best dad he can to his twelve-year-old daughter and keep Martha’s Elder House running without hiccups, a challenge at the best of times since his granddad persists on chasing off the hired help. When a gypsy caravan-style truck breaks down at Martha’s curbside, the last thing Zach needs is an impulsive pixie rocking his boat. The more determined he is to stay away from the free-spirited, green-eyed nomad, the more he finds one kiss is not enough. 




Uncovering Alice’s secrets in paintings of empty swings and merry-go-rounds puts a new priority in the top spot on his shortlist. But can Zach convince this stunning woman to park her truck permanently in his drive?
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When the engine coughed, Alice York swore softly under her breath. Not at her beloved ‘55 Ford pickup—a classic she’d restored right down to the high-gloss, apple-green paint—but at the timing. The middle of rush hour traffic in Sellwood, a bohemian suburb of Portland, was not the place for the Ford’s pampered engine to have a coughing fit. 

“Just like a man,” she muttered. “Flaking out right when a girl needs him the most. Hadn’t expected that from the greatest cowboy in history.” 

Muscling the ton-and-a-half solid truck with its caravan-style canopy onto a tree-lined side street, Alice sighed in relief when they made it halfway down the block before Duke sputtered to a stop at the curb in front of an elegant, gray Victorian house. An elaborately carved sign read Martha’s Elder House.

She slumped in the seat and closed her eyes. She had to get to Dave’s Classic Restorations, fifty-five miles away in Longview, where a job working on old classics like Duke waited. With exactly one hundred, twenty-seven dollars and fifty-one cents in her purse, she had barely enough to rent a room and stave off hunger until her first paycheck. 

Working on classic cars was good work when she could get it, putting enough money in her pocket so she could make it to her next destination, wherever that might be. And if she was lucky, along the stretch of road ahead of her, she could usually get in a painting or two. 

But having to shell out a chunk of her scant reserves for new parts, plus take time to fix the Ford? 

She banged her head gently on the steering wheel. She’d had one rule from the very first day she’d taken to the road. A litany of poor-me was not allowed in Duke’s cab. Melting into a puddle of panic was not an option. 

Hood raised, her head, arms, and shoulders buried in the engine compartment, she tested connections. A door banged behind her with the force of furious anger.

A man’s raised voice demanded, “Where are you going?”

Surprised, Alice jerked, hit her head on the hood, and saw stars. “Holy mother of–”

“You don’t pay me enough to put up with that old man’s insults!” A woman shouted, the voice shrill, pampered. Stilettos clattered past Alice.

Sneakers thumping the sidewalk followed, appearing briefly in her peripheral vision as she rubbed her scalp while blinking back waterworks. 

Heavier boots stopped beside the truck. “You can’t be serious, Penelope. He’s not saying you’re a horrible cook. He just likes pushing your buttons.”

All Alice could see were denim-clad legs, strong, masculine legs that would make any woman worth her salt salivate. 

What now? Make her presence known? Or pretend she wasn’t a witness to this very public domestic squabble.

Staccato beeps released a car lock again and again and again. Two car doors slammed, a high-octane engine roared to life, tires squealed, and the decision was taken out of her hands. 

“Lady,” the masculine voice sharp with anger now, addressed her. “You can’t park that monstrosity here.”

Insulted beyond belief, Alice banged her head again and came out fighting. “The Duke is not a monstrosity!” 

Dark brows knitted together, lips stretched in a straight line, the man belonging to the heart-thumping man-legs raised his snapping gaze from her backside to her face.

A flash fire of smothering heat burned from said bottom to her cheeks. Holy mama!

Her outrage drained while all her girly parts awoke with a shout. Hello!

His short, dark hair was painted by the sun with bold blonde streaks. Stormy blue eyes cut her no slack. The unshaven stubble covering a stubborn chin gave him a sexy look that would be hard for any woman to ignore. Alice was nothing but appreciative.

Faced with a long-neglected libido gone wild, she cocked one hip. Folding her arms across her chest, the temptation to trace the line of that stubborn jaw with fingers that itched to explore was hard to fight. 

Glaring Sexy Guy probably wouldn’t appreciate the grease she’d leave behind unless he liked his casual associations slick and dirty.

“You have to move it.” His tone erased any humor her last thought inspired.

His glare didn’t intimidate her. She’d seen worse. “Can’t.”

He matched her stance. “Why?”

“This truck’s not going anywhere until I get a new fuel pump.”

His glower deepened. 

“Dad!” A young girl bounced down the front porch steps, interrupting whatever demand Sexy Guy was about to make. Blonde hair, trapped in ponytails, bounced. “Is Penelope gone?” 

“Yes.” He noticeably tugged on the reins of his temper for the sake of the child. 

Alice gave him a point for good behavior.

“Did she take that creep Blake with her?”

His head snapped toward the girl. It was easy to follow his thoughts. 

A sour taste sprang up in Alice’s mouth. Had this Blake fellow been a creep to the blue-eyed child with the innocent face? 

“Lucy, did Blake—” 

The girl shuddered. “Ewe, Dad. No!”

Sexy Guy’s shoulders relaxed. Mentally Alice chalked a second point in his column.

He drew a deep breath. “Yes, they’re both gone.”

The girl pumped her fist, then turned to stare at Duke. “Wow. Cool color.”

Her hand, lured by the enticing, shiny apple-green paint, stretched to stroke the truck.

Alice leaned forward to see if the kid had noticed the road winding through the cityscape she’d painted last month on the length of that side of the truck. 

She raised an eyebrow. Lucy cocked her head. “Is this truck yours?”

Sexy Guy placed a protective hand on his daughter’s slight shoulder. “Luce, watch your manners.” 

The man making her heart beat like it was in the middle of an Olympic triathlon was a dad. Probably had a wife. That might have been the little woman who’d just made her temperamental exit.

As for his daughter, the girl was precocious and spoke her mind. Alice liked that in a person, whether man or child. But Lucy wasn’t the only one who could be direct. “Yes, it is. And who might you be?”

“Lucy. I’m twelve.” Sharp chin elevating, reminded Alice what it was like to be young and having to face unexpected, crushing changes. The kid tilted her head toward Sexy Guy. “That’s Zach, my dad.”

Doing her best to ignore frowning Sexy Dad, Alice stretched out a hand to Lucy. “Nice to meet you. I’m Alice York.” 

Very adult-like, Lucy met her halfway, pumped once, let go, and grinned. 

Alice’s chest swelled with the feeling of having hit a home run. Quickly she stepped back. Making friends was okay. Getting attached to the girl’s spunk wasn’t.

An older man, with a striking resemblance to Zach, ambled down the porch steps to join them. He circled Duke with a low whistle before stopping next to Alice. “This your rig, young lady?”

She grinned. Young was a relative term. On some days like today, twenty-six didn’t feel as young as it should. “Yes.”

After introductions, he ogled Duke and the over-the-top gypsy-colored canopy nestled in the bed. When he was done, twinkling blue eyes fastened on Alice. “Beautiful. Just beautiful.”

She swallowed sudden laughter. The older version of Zach had a lot more charm than his more youthful relative.

Lucy leaned into the old guy’s arm. “Papa, Penelope, and Blake are gone.”

“Good riddance is all I have to say.”

Zach rolled his eyes. “Granddad, I’m trying to teach her manners.”

“And a good father you are, too.” Granddad slapped Zach on the back. “Those two were freeloaders. I’m not sorry to see them go.” 

“You’re impossible. You know that, right?” The fight had gone out of Zach’s tone, replaced by laughter threatening to pull his fascinating mouth into a crooked smile. 

Sexy Guy clearly loved his grandfather. Grudgingly she gave him another point. But just because he was racking up good-guy points didn’t mean she could jump his bones the first chance she got, even though that was exactly the insane image floating through her surprisingly alert mind. 

Stop staring, Alice ordered her out-of-control libido.

Sudden desire took a nosedive when he turned a stern eye in her direction. “You’ll have to call a tow truck and get that—” eyes narrowed, he gestured rudely at Duke. “—moved as soon as possible. This is a no-parking zone.”

Alice’s hackles stood up to be counted. “We won’t be here long if I can find a store that carries the part.”

Zach’s granddad rubbed his chin. “That truck’s a classic. Won’t be easy to find parts on a Friday night. And a holiday weekend to boot.”

Frustration matching Zach Barret’s replaced the temper she’d
















































OEBPS/b196d00eeeda07ed3658bad45d1ef9b1394bb0fd_smallRaw.jpg
Novellas for busy lives.
Two authors.

Same town. o
Different stories. /'








OEBPS/images/95cd3ece6e9e7febdb30a3078f0bb5f0_smallRaw.png













